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This work is not a book in the ordinary sense. It is not a compilation of arguments, stories, or doctrines. It is a voice—raw, unfiltered, and resonant—moving through silence, stillness, necessity, and being. It does not ask you to agree, nor does it wait for your validation. It simply is, and in its isness it invites you to be.

The words you will encounter here are not meant for casual reading. They are rhythms and pauses, sparks and silences. They do not explain life; they reveal it. They do not attempt to justify existence; they express it. To read them is to listen—not merely with the mind, but with the depths of your being.

In these pages, you will find a manifesto of authenticity, a declaration of freedom from the illusions of lack, validation, and becoming. You will hear silence speaking louder than noise, breath teaching deeper than books, and being proclaiming itself beyond convention. Here, necessity is not burden but revelation. Balance is not theory but the very fibre of existence.

This is a book that does not move forward—it deepens. It roots you downward while opening you upward. Each piece is a mirror: some may confront you, others will soothe you, and many will bewilder you into clarity. But all of them point back to the one truth: what is, is.

Read it slowly. Read it in pauses. Read it as you would listen to the wind, or watch the stars, or feel the pulse of your own breath. For this is not merely writing—it is essence speaking.

Welcome to Essence: A Manifesto for Being.

Welcome to the voice of what already Is.
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PART I
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Essence: A manifesto for Being.



	The unconscious basics of comprehension.


When calm and collected,

picture dissonance.

You will know the meaning of nonsense.

I hear words, I listen.

But as much as they try to mean,

I find only confinement.

So mostly...

rather, all the time,

I only relate to the word beyond.

For in it I feel

I can reach the very essence of meaning—

a place without justification or rebellion,

without imposition,

conscious or otherwise.

Only in calm collection

is reaching perceived

and beyondness experienced.

That place where chaos is laughable,

strife and struggle unnoticed,

attitudes non-existent,

and being, total.

I write to take one

into the fullness of presence,

into realms of true sufficiency

in the face of apparent deficiency.

Where I have personally perceived

existence as source,

and its core

as vastly filled with allness

as its outermost.

Where otherness is not,

and isness is all.

In the flares of the sparks of freedom,

defying all narrative,

where silence sings,

stillness moves,

and glows in the radiance of darkness.

That is the realm

that water lives in

and breath comes from.

Because nothingness fills everything

with thingness—

which becomes song,

distance,

light,

body,

vitality,

and life.

So I calm myself

to move to still,

silent,

dark,

water and breath—

things that to me

are the unconscious basics of comprehension,

the foundations of cognition.

For how can I tell of the beauty

of radiance, song and sound,

of the efficiency of speed,

the vitality of victual,

and the mystery of life—

if I know nothing

of the basics of thingness?

How can I simply be,

if I know not isness?

So whatever come may,

I ground myself in the basics.

For what is, is.

What will, will.

And what must, must.

There is neither nor,

only Is.

And that’s it.

****************
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	For silence, Stillness and darkness. 


I hate that I am surrounded

by stupidity and ignorance.

People are so confident in their ignorance,

because it materially sates.

There is dissonance everywhere—

in the name of praising

and enticing deity for favour.

The constant bickering,

the endless debate

on whether the said deity exists or not—

it sickens.

Why can’t people simply live?

Simply be?

Who gives man this tremendous illusion

that he can,

and cannot?

Whatever is wrong

with stillness

and simple silent breath,

I don’t understand.

Everyone and everything

has something to say,

sing,

or scream,

without ever a glimpse

of what life could reveal

in silence.

There’s noise and debate

because it makes money,

and gives name—

while melody and true words

are never heard,

never said.

No one realizes

we have total commonality and purpose

in silence,

and only standards in views.

Everyone thinks they are headed somewhere,

ever running from apparent deficiency—

all the while without clue

of where or what they are.

People—nkt—

trust more in the clanging of iron

than in the simple presence of vitality.

Exploration takes on yardage

and exploitation,

rather than wonder,

imagination,

realization.

Blood on earth

has flowed further than rivers,

and beyond oceans.

It shows how impulsive it is

to slit a throat for a drink of water—

how extravagant killing is

for more extravagant sips and baths

in the name of comfort,

luxury,

and security.

I am not the world,

and I am not in the world.

Where some claim greatness

after rising up

an apparent ladder

of step-on and take-downs,

I am me,

and in me.

I walk a path

of resonance and silence

across the thick,

prickly,

rocky grain of dissonance.

I call it out,

lest I identify with it.

I tread upon death,

because I am life.

When I see you,

I see nothing.

When you speak, sing, or scream,

I hear silence

asking why you are not quiet.

For one who has truly seen

and experienced beauty

is too dumbfounded to express.

The only remedy

for stupidity and ignorance

is silence,

stillness,

and darkness.

Act!

In silence

for the rest of your days,

and you will live on

as the wise one.

Even a king’s gesture

is out of necessity—

for he understands

that even an itch

is a universal act.

Stupidity longs,

yearns,

craves,

and dares to act,

thus giving life to ignorance:

pain,

suffering,

prejudice.

These are the foundations

of the gospel and system of deficiency

preached,

preserved,

perpetuated

by religion

and governance.

These can never bring order,

for they thrive in disorder.

Silence.

Stillness.

Darkness.

They hold the unconscious.

Dive into them.

Act from them.

Understand them.

And bring yourself

to order.

**********************
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	Listen to your unconscious.


Listen.

The wind is blowing,

leaves and branches rattling.

Dust floats,

and the smell of earth is in the air.

Listen.

The rain is falling—

droplets dripping on the roof.

Thunder is roaring,

gentle roarings,

flashes sparkling the sky.

Listen...

I hear no birds; it’s evening—

they are sleeping,

probably listening to the rain,

the wind, the sky,

probably smelling the earth

and enjoying the flashes.

Probably.

So listen.

To the crickets chirping,

welcoming the darkness as the birds do at dawn.

For the dark, as light,

also holds life to be lived and looked up to.

So listen too, to the creepers—

and creep like them,

as you have mastered how to shine like the day.

Don’t hide. Listen,

play along and live on.

Rivers don’t sleep...

and the moon, though less radiant,

shows herself more to you than the sun.

Isn’t she the most bold, beautiful, unnerving?

Could you ever stare at the sun—even for a moment—

as you would the moon all night long?

So listen...

The night is talking to your eyes.

Be vulnerable, let go, let her in.

Count the stars and realize

the infinite hidden in darkness.

Listen, I’m telling you—

there are parts you know, and those we know;

parts you show and those you don’t;

and parts that you don’t know.

They are all parts of you. Listen to them.

Let the sun lead you in those you know and show,

but only with the moon will you see the stars

and listen to the sounds of the night.

Only with the moon will you truly wonder

and live the depths of your fantasies.

Only the moon lets you stare

and see all its glowing parts in season and cycle.

Only the moon is vulnerable.

Listen...

The sunlight is just the surface—

your depth lies in the moonlight.

And when it’s totally dark,

when the moon is not,

and you still listen...

There—your being lies.

So listen to your darkness.

Where the keys of freedom are hidden.

Listen..........

*****************
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	Creed to my being.


I possess my being.

This is what I am.

I am an expression out of necessity.

Nothing—even the seemingly most insignificant—

that I do, say, or that happens to me

is without meaning.

No moment is fleeting;

no void to be filled.

I am compact, full, and total.

Everything I see is I—

for without I, there's none.

I swim, crawl, walk, float, and fly.

I shimmer like steam,

crystallize like ice.

I eat raw, aged, and cooked;

hunt and gather—

there's no process I am not.

I have swung iron across my neck,

listened to the swoosh of breezes,

screamed silently at the nuances of mechanical things.

The sun taught me the dot, line, circle, and sphere.

The moon taught me geometry.

The skies dictated all religion and science to me.

Yet I remain unrefined,

for I only walk rugged roads.

I tell secrets that make kings,

and tell kings secrets that make them tramps—

and they care not.

For even freedom comes to thrones.

I am the right of passage to heaven.

If you haven't seen me,

then you have not exhausted darkness.

My impulses forge the path that rationality follows.

All reason springs from me.

I, alone, order chaos.

I have slaved and mastered; now I live.

This is the creed of he who has conquered his self—

the alive son of the vigilant,

the one who walks on red coals without burning:

Never chosen, always IS—

the one who has seen it all,

from the beginning to the end of infinity.

The one element of order and balance—

him that sees truly—

that is who I am.

********************
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	A pause for the cause. 


When the streets seem more beautiful

than green shady paths with decay on the ground—

pause.

Pause when street lights

make you forget the moon and the stars.

I’m telling you: pause the race to nowhere,

especially if you are running out of anxiety.

Pause in the dark,

because the night is not—

it is alive,

just like that future you are securing

with precious moments of anxiety.

Pause.

Walk gracefully,

whether the future seems bleak

or the night is dark.

Walk slow—

with neither despondency nor caution.

Pause.

Notice that while you have been running

from ghosts and into wild mental terrains,

life has been walking, sure-footed,

with you all along.

Just pause.

Notice your breath for once.

Honour it—

for simply being there

even when your mind had long forgotten the simple.

Notice your last thought.

Pause.

If it’s nothing close

to present wholeness—

pause,

and don’t even think.

When you see speed everywhere,

know that even in dying there is speed.

So pause, and let it sink.

Pause, and remember.

Pause, and reflect.

Pause, and ask yourself:

What can truly be against

this magnificent being that I am?

I can stop time

and be everywhere

with just a pause.

I can gain clarity

and dissolve all anxiety

simply by a pause.

When I pause and move,

I don’t miss a sight or intention.

I cross all “t”s

and dot my “I”s.

I am total and whole

when I pause.

How rich life gets—

how vivid the colours,

the sounds,

the temperature and humidity,

the tastes... oh, the experience

you can get just for a pause.

Mmmhh... so pause,

you simple, magnificent agency,

and know what it means

to truly live in fullness.

Pause.

******************
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	Of attitude and audacity


I stand on my being as providence.

I move without trial or error.

For all I have is all that ever is—

that which I am.

I need no pep talk,

motivation,

or self-belief.

I know.

I’m the natural, original attitude;

the root of my audacity is unchanging and unmatched.

When I walk, majesty flares

in subtle impositions.

I have that thing beyond confidence—

my mannerisms bubble elements

like chemical reactions.

Life is what I am,

and just as I popped out and shot at birth,

I am still in that motion...

forward ever, unmoved from foundations.

I stuck my root first

before I broke for the sun,

so I know my darkness.

I have the North Star in me;

wherever or whatever, I am guided.

Listen—

I am beating, I am breathing,

I am the pulse that confirms consciousness.

I have gone deep within me,

to places you must go yourself;

I cannot tell you.

I don’t have a secret—

you ARE the secret.

I only see thoughts flying,

nothing to cling to;

feelings rising,

none to be with.

Sorrow and bliss elude me.

Opposites stand their ground—

both unfounded.

I’m the undivided ghost whisperer.

I tame the demented,

order the chaotic.

My audacity is gentle, calm, and collected.

It requires no attitude—

it is my state of being.

What’s it worth, to feel like a god?

Be a god.

He who worships himself without prejudice

knows himself...

My gestures defy life.

I have humbled the sun by conquering the abyss.

I walk with closed eyes,

yet the path dares not move from my step.

When I am hungry, a lion brings my dinner.

I command emptiness, and it shows me its fullness.

There’s not a single dead spot in me.

I am immortal, living in eternity.

I know my entirety,

for I have walked through infinity.

Even in my sleep, I am wakeful.

All conscious is my name.

I am man—

the total man—

the only entity alive,

experiencing everything without attitude or audacity.

Know this, and know thyself.

Peace.

*********************
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	The grateful ungrateful.


I'm grateful that I can walk

and not look back or worry of what's ahead.

That I know what it is to be in the moment—

to not seek, search, or wait.
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